
 
 

You Dream That You Were on a Bridge 
 

Imagine for a moment it’s a balmy, breezy day. The sun is shining, and puffy cumulus 

clouds float like whipped cream across the azure sky. It’s early May, when everything is finally 

sprouting, greening up, and exploding into bloom. You hop out of bed—it’s Saturday—and 

you’re thinking, today is the day. 

So, you rouse your spouse, dress in clothing suitable for the outdoors, and pack the things 

you need in a canvas bag. You fill your travel mugs with fresh-brewed coffee and slide into your 

vehicle. You open the windows and breathe in the sweet perfume of early flowering plants and 

shrubs. Your house lies along the shore—Lake Michigan—but today you head inland a few 

miles and drive an old two-lane deep into the woods. Soon, you’re enveloped in greenery and 

blossoms, like trillium and daylilies and lilac and dogwood. And headed to a special place. 

The road drops and curves around a bend and opens onto a small parking lot next to the 

Kalamazoo River. It’s a county park, where residents can launch a small boat, canoe, or kayak or 

cast a fishing line. Today, as you had hoped, it’s deserted. You leave the car and follow the signs 

to the one-lane bridge that spans the river. 

Long ago, you might have driven an automobile—a Model A Ford or a Dodge or 

Studebaker—across to New Richmond, now a ghost town littered with a tiny, picturesque 

church, a handful of derelict houses, and a long-abandoned general store. Although cars no 

longer cross the span, pedestrians can still walk there. But you’re not going that far.  

You hike up the approach ramp and stand in the center of the bridge. From there, you can 

view the foaming outflow of snowmelt and spring rain that collects in the Kalamazoo River 

basin and finds its way out to Lake Michigan. The water, twenty feet below, flows past, churning 

and roiling toward the “Big Lake.” You follow it downriver until it disappears around a bend. 

Then, you turn and peer upriver at the wooded cove where ducks and other waterfowl often 

congregate. A few are there today, returned from their recent sojourn in the South. The original 

“snowbirds.” 

A scene like this begs for, no, demands a special moment. For the two of you, that 

juncture has arrived. 

“Did you bring it?”  

You smile. “Of course.” 
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You reach into the canvas bag to remove an object whose normal function is mundane 

and practical. But whose value today is anything but ordinary. 

A padlock. 

Not any lock, although at first glance, it might appear so. Made of steel, its body’s 

overlain with brass. A silvery key is inserted in its mechanism, and a second attached to the first 

by a ring. Two days ago, you purchased it at Ace Hardware and stored it in your garage. Until 

now. 

You strip the keys from the ring and hand one to your spouse. You slip the ring onto your 

finger and hold your hand out to admire it, a little inside joke between the two of you. When this 

brings a laugh, you remove and slide it over the U-shaped bolt on the lock. 

Beneath the rail where you have been standing, a chain-link fence spreads across the 

river, shore to shore.  

“Pick a spot.” You tilt your head and make a grandiose gesture, pointing out the 

possibilities. 

“How about this one?” 

“Perfect.” You wrap the bolt, including the key ring, around a place where two links 

intertwine at the midpoint of the bridge. Then you snap it shut, locking it in place. You reach 

down, hold the lock, and read aloud what you engraved together last night with a rotary tool. In 

the center, two overlapping hearts. Your names inscribed on either side. Below, your wedding 

date, the weekend before St. Valentine’s Day. And above—the date you first stood on the bridge 

and knew, this would be for always. May—a year ago.  You both smile. 

Not that you had thrown caution to the waves. You were both older now. Death and 

divorce had sobered you that marriage and lifelong commitment were not to be endorsed on a 

whim. Why you waited almost nine months. Interminably long. 

Now, you each hold your key, then look downstream. Together, you nod and hurl them 

into the river. Caught in the sunlight, they dance and sparkle, making two faint splashes in the 

water below, before sinking slowly beneath the currents. 

You join hands and watch them disappear. 

Where will they come to rest, you wonder. In the sandy river bottom? Will they reach its 

outlet at Lake Michigan? Or perhaps find their way miles from here to the Chicago River, from 

there to the Mississippi, then tumble eventually into the Gulf and across to the Caribbean. 
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Or might they be carried north through the Straits of Mackinac, then down Lake Huron, and 

eventually out the St. Lawrence Seaway into the North Atlantic? Like your own joined lives, an 

infinity of outcomes. 

 You turn to face each other. It’s time. From the bag, you remove a champagne bottle and 

two plastic wine flutes. Peeling back the foil, you remove the cork with a faint pop, then pour a 

few ounces. You touch them together in a silent toast.  

When the bottle is empty, you kiss one more time, then stroll back toward your car. The 

wine and your emotions have heightened the colors and smoothed the edges of your 

surroundings. You’re walking through a painting by Claude Monet. 

At the end of the railing, you pause a moment for a last look. You spot your brass 

padlock gleaming in the morning light. And surrounding it, fastened to the chain-links all along 

the rails on both sides of the bridge, are hundreds and hundreds more. Every size, shape, and 

color, each casting its own sparkling glimmer. You both smile. Hundreds—someday, perhaps, 

even thousands—of points of light, each one unique. 

Everyone eternal. 


